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Her husband was right She had a beautiful voice: a husky
contralto, very supple, very moving. He pulled himself to-
gether. He was tired of this nonsense*
cSing, Olga,3 he said. 'After all, it is my party. It is the
Fourteenth of July, and my birthday.5 It was a hundred and
fifty years since the Bastille had fallen. He felt very patriotic.
She was turning to him. He could sec the white blur of her
face above the red of her dress. Between the face and the
dress was a hectare of white breast. It made him smile to
think of those here who had seen the rest of her in one way or
another. All of them had except Bontinck, Owen, Marais,
and Wilson: I as her doctor... the others in other ways for
other reasons; and Wilson, he thought, soon would, from the
way things were going.
'What shall I sing, Doctor,5 she was saying. 'Since it is for
you, I will sing in French.'
Sometimes she sang in German, sometimes in Polish or
Russian. Above her breast came the slender column of her
neck, then her head. She carried it thrown back, and on her
head the rolled glory of her honey-colored hair. When it was
down, she could sit on it. It covered her like a cloak.
eSing Mm Ami Pierrot? he said*
She went to the piano and sat down, her fingers ran along
the keys. She began ... Au dair de la tune... Mon ami Pierrot,
He could see into her mouth as she turned it toward him:
dark, sharp with white teeth, bounded with wet scarlet. But
how beautifully she sang. Freely as a bird, as clearly. She
must have been well taught, he thought. Well taught in
many things, in a hard school, perhaps; but that no one
would ever know. CI am Olga Severenisky/ she said of her-
self. CI was secretary to the professor. Yes, I am Polish, and
of good family.9 That always seemed to amuse her* *My
mother was French.' Ma chandelle est morte. How many
candles were dead! The words went on repeating themselves
in his mind. Ma chandelle est morte.. * je tfoi plus de /<?#...